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Rovin' tho' his death fell, he went wi' heart at ease,
An' dreamin7 arl the time o' Plymouth Hoe.

* Take my drum to England, hang ct by the shore,
Strike et when your powder's runnin' low;

If the Dons sight Devon, I'll quit the port o5 Heaven,      15
An' drum them up the Channel as we drumm'd them long
ago.'

Drake he's in his hammock till the great Armadas come,

(Capten, art tha sleepin* there below ?)
Slung atween the round shot, listenin' for the drum,

An' dreamin' arl the time o' Plymouth Hoe.                   20

Call him on the deep sea, call him up the Sound,

Call him when ye sail to meet the foe ;
Where the old trade's plyin' and the old flag flyin'

They shall find him ware an' wakin1, as they found him long
ago!

Sir #, Newbott.
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THE REVENGE

A Batted of the Fket.

I

Ax Florae in the Azores Sir Richard Grenville lay,

And a pinnace, like a fluttered bird, came flying from far

away:

* Spanish ships of war at sea! we have sighted fifty-three!"
Then aware Lord Thomas Howard: ' Tore God I am no

coward;

But I cannot meet them here, for my ships are out of gear, 5
And the half my men are sick. I must fly, but follow quick,
We are six ships of the line; can we fight with fifty-three ?'